CITY COMING 

East rumbles. Sticks shift 
in spruces. Infinite office 
towers store cabinets of 
cabinets. Car snouts dig 
road. Tunnels snuff smoke 
through bridge frills, 
antenna webs. Red sky 
dabs windshields on 
stony long-hauls across 
endless maps. A thousand 
motors buzz, fuel-drunk 
torches. Tires sling trek 
pebbles into darkness. 


